LEGEND  OF  THE BURMESE  BUDDHA.         ig

and lay down in the room wherein he had been born.
During the night he was attacked with the most distress-
ing distemper. In the morning, at daylight, he was
habited with his tsiwaran and made to lie on his right
side. He entered into a sort of ecstasy, passed succes-
sively from the first state of Dzan to the second, third,
and fourth, and thence dived into the bottomless state of
Neibban, which is the complete exemption from the in-
fluence of passions and matter.

Noopathari, bathed in her tears, gave full vent to her
grief and desolation. " Alas ! " exclaimed she, looking on
the lifeless body, " is this niy beloved son ? His mouth
can no more utter a sound." Rising up, she flung herself
at his feet, and with a voice ever interrupted by sobs and
lamentations, said, " Alas! beloved son, too late have I
known the treasure of perfections and excellencies that
was in you. Had I been aware of it, I would have invited
to my house more than ten thousand Eahans, fed them,
and made a present of three suits of dresses to each of
them. I would have built a hundred monasteries to re-
ceive them." .Dav6 having dawned, she sent for the most

<* In Burmah, when a person has    cries and lamentations of some old
just given up the ghost, the inmates    women at certain intervals, no one
of the house send for musicians, who    could imagine, still less find out, the
soon make their appearance with    real motive that has induced such a
their respective instruments. They    crowd to assemble on that spot,
forthwith set to work, and keep up        If the departed belong to a re-
an incessant noise during the twenty-    spectable family in tolerably good
four hours that elapse before the    circumstances, the funeral ceremony
corpse is removed to the place where    is arranged in the following manner :
it is to be burnt. Relatives, friends,     Presents, intended as offerings for
and elders resort to the deceased's    the Buddhist monks, having been
house for the ostensible purpose of con-    made ready, they are invited for the
doling with those who have lost their    occasion, and their presence is ex-
kinsman, but in reality for sharing    pected in numbers proportionate to
in the mirth and amusements that go    the amount of offerings. The pro-
on in such occasions. Strange to say,    cession starts from the deceased's
the thought of death strikes no one's    house, and directs its course towards
mind ; the fate of the deceased is    the place of burning or the cemetery,
scarcely pitied, nay, remembered.     It is headed by the yellow-dressed
Were it not for the presence of the    monks, carrying their broad, palm-
corpse, and the perhaps conventional    leaf fans on the shoulder, and at-